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	1. Medals

Author's note:

None of the people mentioned belong to me, due to the fact that they are not products of my imagination.

Every band mentioned has its original set of members even if not every member makes an appearance. I will not tolerate any complaints nor rude comments regarding this topic.

The story, on the other hand, is my own work. Similarities or references to movies, TV-shows and books may occur – again, these don't belong to me.

The Point Of View changes each chapter, while there are three POVs in total: Exo-K, Exo-M and Girls' Generation (Snsd)

-.-.-

_My dreams become my weapon while the wounds I carry become my medals – Lu Han _

-.-.-

**Luhan's POV**

Kai stood in front of me, his dark eyes narrowed in anger.

"Ya! What exactly are you trying to do?"

Breathe in. Breathe Out. Do not let him provoke you.

"Are you deaf or something?"

Too late.

"Well what do you think I'm trying to accomplish? I'm trying to get past your ugly face without having my eyes etched away."

I roll my eyes and shove past him, our shoulders colliding painfully yet I have no time to waste becoming annoyed over that. Lay and Xiumin trust me with this.

"Baby, you're the first girl to ever resist me. Don't worry though, I'll change your mind."

I clench my hands to fists as I felt my face redden in anger.

"What did you just say?"

"_I said I'll make you mine," his voice lowers a little, "Baby."_

"_Oh, nonononono! I'm a guy, can't you see that with those muddy eyes of yours?"_

"_What? You're a boy? No way, princess. Wait." He gets closer to me yet again, making me uncomfortable with his proximity. "Did you just call my eyes ugly?"_

"_Duh."_

_I turn and head to the desk where the registration forms are laid out. I have to make sure that Xiumin and Lay are with the rest of us and don't end up with one of those Exo-K idiots. _

_A hand gripping my shoulder with way too much force stops me._

"_I don't allow people to insult me, pretty boy. Especially not one of your group." _

_Oh, so now he recognizes me? _

"_I see. Explain to me again how I insulted you? Because that was definitely not my intention. I was merely stating a fact."_

_I only realize that the hallway has gone deathly quiet as the gathered students let out a collective gasp. There was no way Kai could let me go without some kind of payback now. _

_When I saw his fist flying at me, I finally understood the meaning of being „battle high". The adrenaline in your blood causes the pain of your injuries to lessen and results in a higher pain tolerance. At the same time, it heightens your senses to every change around you, alerting you to attacks and allowing you to counter them almost without thinking. _

_I guess this is why despite the fact that Kai is stronger and taller and more muscular than me, I manage to give him a black eye and a split lip, as well as some pretty bad bruises that will definitely show for some time. _

"_Luhan! Kai! What do you think you are doing?! This is the final straw, you two have detention! And Luhan, when the nurse is done with you, the headmaster will be waiting for you!"Through my swollen eyes, I could vaguely make out Kai, who stands there with a malicious grin slowly spreading over his dumb visage. I wish the teacher wasn't there, because then I could punch this stupid expression off of his face and make him regret bad-mouthing my friends and me. _

_I nod sullenly towards the teacher and get going. Seriously, why the old witch, of all people? All the fairytales you've ever heard about the beautiful young doctor that cares for any student and comforts them in all kinds of ways – believe me, they're all lies. _

_Our nurse is an age-old woman with greyish white hair, a rude attitude and laziness, and, on top of that, she has more wrinkles – just on her face, mind you – than all the years my friends and I have lived combined. This is the undeniable truth. _

_Then again, I'm sure that if you close your eyes, she puts on those hygienic white gloves of hers and you think about a warm summer breeze instead of her foul breath, you can simply pretend you're somewhere else altogether. _

_Anyways, when Kai and I finally make it to the batch's room, we are forcibly reminded that the witch, once she's nodded off, sleeps like one dead. Too bad she always wakes up again. _

_Kai snorts, and turns on his heel – while ignoring me completely, I might add – and stalks to the back of the already tiny room. He opens the medicine cabinet and pulls out antiseptic to clean and disinfect his lip. _

_Just when I think he's done and will step aside so I can clean my significantly worse injuries, he grins in that holier-than-thou-fashion that seriously pissed me off since forever and puts the antiseptic on the top shelf. Then he does the one-fingered salute, and sweeps by me, vanishing out the door._

_That asshole._

_-.-.-_

_A little later I stand in front of the headmaster, a man in his mid-forties and a belly like a barrel, letting his spit spray all over me like a gentle spring rain._

_Couldn't imagine a better way to spend my Wednesday afternoon, what about you?_

"_What do you think you are doing! This is the seventh time this year that you were summoned to this office! And you didn't even manage to wipe your face! You look like you got beaten by your pimp!"_

_Is an invigilator even allowed to talk to a student like this?_

_Insulted, I frown. I'm not some whore, I'm manly, damnit!_

"_Headmaster, sir, I really don't think it would be considered appropriate for you to talk to a student like this. So what if I am here the seventh time this year already? It wasn't my fault any of those times, including the argument today. It was Kai's fault entirely. I didn't start it, it wasn't my fault, and if I hadn't defended myself, you would be charged with breach of supervisory duty."_

_The headmaster starts turning quite an interesting colour. He looks kind of like a high-pressure-pot. At least, I that's what I imagine such a thing would look like if made into human form._

"_THIS IS NOT ABOUT KAI! School started a mere month ago – and, I repeat myself, this is THE SEVENTH TIME ALREADY! Whatever kind of problem you have with the rest of the student body, get a grip! The next time you cause trouble, I'll expel you! Two months of daily detention and 20 hours with our psychologist are in order! And now GET OUT OF MY SIGHT!"_

_And boom, there he goes exploding. Like a high-pressure-pot._

"_To that shrink? I'm not going to let that psycho mind-fuck me! Sir, you cannot make me do that!"_

_I don't have the time for this kind of shit, no way would I give Exo-K this kind of satisfaction. _

_Never. _

"_HOW DARE YOU? Thirty hours and the detention for the rest of the semester! GET OUT!"_

_Well…maybe I would make time for the shrink. I simply won't tell anybody except my friends, and they wouldn't ever rat anyone out to these Exo-K freaks. _

_Perfect._

_-.-.-_

_When I enter the room for detention, it's pretty quiet. Kai apparently has already fallen asleep, and besides us, there's only two other people in here. J-Hope from class C and a pretty annoyed-looking girl. She's one of Taeyeon's friends, right? Her name is…wait…Moony or something. It definitely has some relation to weather. _

_To be honest, I have no idea why so many people here have strange nicknames. I mean, J-Hope? Are you for real? _

_With a sigh I flop down on the seat behind Kai. Time for some payback._

_Now, I like to think of myself as a fairly reasonable person who doesn't do moronic things without a good reason. But, you see, as so many things in my life, my perception of myself proves to be wrong. Because, as fate would have it, here I sit in detention with several untreated cuts and blue-and-black bruises on my face. _

_Kai will definitely pay for that. I don't know how, but I will make him suffer for ruining my basically perfect record over his ego. _

"_May I? Thanks" Without waiting for Moony's answer, I tear a sheet out of her notebook, tear it a few times and put it in my mouth. _

_The girl looks at me with disgust – if only she knew._

_Carefully I rise from my seat and look for all unobscured exits. Over there is an open window and we're on the ground floor. Awesome._

_Fast as lightning I spew the paper mash in Kai's oh-so-perfect hair, wait just long enough to see it slowly trickle down the nape of his neck as he wakes with a freaked-out yell, and make my escape out the open window._

_Behind me, Cloudy squeaks something sounding like "Eww, disgusting" and I hear Kai's enraged scream. _

"_Oh my god! DIE, YOU BITCH!"_

_Yep, a completely normal Wednesday afternoon._


	2. Getting on with it

_Life is only a path of efforts – Byun Baekhyun_

-.-.-

"You won't believe what happened to Kai just now"

Our maknae, Sehun, saunters over to us, hands in his pockets and a lazy grin on his usually unimpressed face.

Somehow, he looks too happy for his mood to solely be Kai's responsibility.

"Why? What did you do this time?" A dark shadow appears beneath his bangs as D.O's eyes glint dangerously. Although Sehun has at least two heads on his hyung I wouldn't want to be in his place at the moment.

Especially not when it was about Kai's wellbeing.

"Me? I didn't do anything! Kai's the one to blame for his misfortune," Sehun protests, raising his chin in defiance. "But his sacrifice has an upside, too – we really got one over Exo-M with this."

Chanyeol, of course, is immediately all for it, while I cannot hold back a grin of my own. "Really? What did you do?

Kai chooses this moment to round the corner – dripping wet with his hair and the back of his shirt soaked through. He looks at the ground as if trying to incinerate it with his will alone. Entirely uncaring that his school uniform has made a transition from pure white to perfectly see-through. Entirely uncaring that all the girls from the volleyball team are giggling as they stare at his muscled body.

"That bastard," he hisses under his breath as he runs a hand through his already mussed hair, causing him to frown and remove his hand at once in order to wipe it on his pants.

I stare at him, slightly bemused at this uncharacteristic display.

"Luhan spit in his hair, punched him in the face and split his lip in the process," Sehun helpfully explains, grinning malevolently at Kai, who – thankfully – fails to notice it.

As if on cue, Chanyeol and I start laughing. My throat convulses, I can't get any air in my lungs but can't stop laughing. Next to me, Chanyeol smacks his own knee repeatedly, abandoning social etiquette and leans on D.O, who steps aside feebly and makes Yeol kiss the ground involuntarily. This sight prompts another laughing fit from me as I, too, sink to the floor where I use one of my hands to support my shaking body and the other to hold my hurting side.

A severe look from Suho makes us try to hold back the laughter – the volleyball girls already look at us funny – but as soon as our eyes meet, Yeol and I break out laughing yet again.

With an exasperated sigh D.O rolls up his sleeves. Chanyeol and I promptly snap our mouths shut and try to stand on still shaky legs. We lean against one another to keep from toppling over, panting and grinning all the while.

Tears of laughter still blur my sight, yet when Suho raises his voice the horror is so clear on his face that even I can make it out.

"Please tell me you didn't do anything that jeopardizes my position as the head boy, Kai! It took me ages to get all the votes I needed!"

Sehun dismisses Suho's worries with a wave of his hand. His facial muscles are under perfect control once more – resting bitch face, indeed – and replies: "As if. Kai simply stopped Luhan from filling out some applications for the after school clubs for Xiumin and Lay. So I took the liberty to put them into ornithology, since we all know just how terrified those two are of pigeons and the like."

"Lay is even afraid of fish, isn't he? Oh, my god" The corner of my mouth started twitching.

The Exo-M member was incredibly easily frightened, but still not a match for Tao. Should someone one day invent a prize for 'The most shed tears per week', that guy would win it without a doubt. He may look like an assassin or hitman, but in truth he was nothing but a little girl on the inside.

That's Exo-M for you – nothing but a bunch of wimps and crybabys.

-.-.-

The next day starts with a confrontation at my locker.

Tao and Kris have backed Kai and Sehun into a corner and glare at them with their eyes promising murder.

Kai's face shows nothing but the haughty smirk he loves to put on so he can hide his true feelings underneath it.

Sehun has a similar tactic, where he simply shows no emotion at all whenever he talks with others, which kind of just makes him even scarier than usual.

"Because of you freaks Ly and Xiumin are in ornithology! Do you people even realize what that means?!" Kris is in the process of bellowing when I join the fray.

"But of course. That's what happens if you keep sticking your nose in someone else's business," Kai raises an eyebrow disdainfully and scrutinizes Tao, adding "Why do you come crying to us, crybaby? Better get back to your Gege or whatever you call him and obsess over Titanic, that'll probably help. Since, you know, crying together seems to be your way of solving problems."

Tao's face flushes with anger and embarrassment, his fingers twitching tellingly. Before my poor locker becomes a victim of his wrath, I jump in to its rescue.

"Ya! What are you guys doing? Fuck off to your own lockers if you want to argue!" The only reason my face and nose are still intact is the fact that I'm older than Tao. Only Kris could start trouble for me, but by the looks of it, his hands are full. A sobbing Lay runs towards him, stammers something that sounds Chinese and squeezes Kris' upper arm like a lifeline.

"You are going to regret this," Tao hisses. With that, they leave, though not without glaring at us as if we're vermin that should be exterminated.

If hateful words and other people's wrath could kill, I have died a hundred times over by now. But a Byun is tough to kill, so I guess I'll be around for a while yet.

I turn to look at Kai and Sehun, who still stand in the same spot and scowl after the Exo-M members fiercely.

"Oh, by the way, I really meant what I just said," I inform, "I need to get to my locker, go play somewhere else." I push my way past them to my locker, yanking it open with more force than strictly necessary.

A wave of stifling air, smelling of decay and dust wafts into my face. I instinctively close my eyes and hold my breath, while Sehun and Kai get hit without any warning.

They flee, coughing and cussing all the way to the cafeteria. Their bad.

Maybe I should have mentioned that I share a locker with Chanyeol; neither of us is big on the whole cleaning stuff. Still, we have to get that locker empty tomorrow – apparently some students had already complained to the secretary about a 'horrible smell' coming from locker 534. In my opinion it could've just as well been locker 535, but nobody's listening to me anyways. Fine.

And where is the co-occupier of our locker, anyways? He and D.O are suspiciously absent. It wasn't a secret that Suho liked to use the time before the first bell rang to go over his notes in the time normal people copied nerd's homework.

Suho also liked to discuss ways to improve the school with the headmaster so he could proceed with various suggestions coming from students of all terms. The suggestions came without reprieve during the schoolyear, and all of them needed to be given consideration. Few were ever rejected without an attempt to realize them.

If I got Suho right, that is.

He supposedly has help from the head girl, who puts a lot of time and effort into helping Suho. Personally, I cannot imagine Suho ever needing or wanting help from anyone…

My thoughts are interrupted by Luhan, who briskly walks down the corridor with his arm around a blond girl. I can't see her face, buried against his body as it is.

So that's how it is. That guy obviously isn't half as innocent as he always pretends to be. I can relate, really. Her ass is incredible.

The bell's shrill ringing right next to me jerks me out of my stupor, forcing me to avert my eyes from the beautiful sight of the blond's ass. I rub my ear with a grimace.

And then it dawns on me. I haven't done my homework yet again.

Damn.


	3. The Proposal

"_Between people who truly care about and love each other, there are times where you don't need to say anything at all" – Kim Taeyeon_

-.-.-

**Taeyeon's POV**

BamBam raises his shoulders helplessly, shuffling his feet a little. He looks at the ground contritely and kicks pebbles my way. His white sneakers reflect the sun's light, blinding me slightly when I look at them, irritated.

"I'm really sorry, Noona. I forgot submitting the worksheets…" He mumbles. I like BamBam, really. But sometimes, I wonder how he's come this far with his way of doing things. He never finishes work, even with the deadline coming up, and he doesn't take After-School activities. He's intelligent, but he just doesn't go the extra mile.

Then, it sinks in.

"You forgot what?!" I never knew my voice could sound like that, all high and squeaky. My hand twitches, but I refuse to cover my mouth. I can't let the other students see my distress.

"I didn't mean to, but then Jackson took me to the cinema, and then we got ice cream and talked it got late and then I….kinda…forgot all about it"

I regard him silently. Our classmates are going to murder us, no doubt, and since I'm the one in charge, I'm likely the first.

Those worksheets are due today and make up 15% of our grade this semester. I take a look at my watch and gasp. Screw today, those papers are due in two minutes!

"What are you waiting for? Hand them over!"

Internally panicking I take the papers from BamBam, noticing how painstakingly neat they look. This is only fleeting, though, as I start running. For my life. Figuratively.

"Thank you, Noona!" BamBam yells from somewhere behind me.

The things I do for my classmates.

It only takes a few minutes for my hair to stick to my forehead and the back of my neck and my breath to come fast and panting. It feels as if someone repeatedly stabs my side with a knife but I cannot afford to stop so close to reaching my goal.

Dodging students left and right, I cross the yard –an excellent shortcut, I might add – dash through the entrance hall, ascend three flights of stairs and, with a final burst of strength, push open the teacher lounge's door, standing in the threshold sweaty, breathless and exhausted.

I seriously need to do more training. My lack of stamina is embarrassing.

"Taeyeon, how nice of you to make an appearance sometime this year," The deputy headmistress greets me with a chilling smile. "Those papers come late. Three minutes late, to be exact."

Oh, wow. It just took me five minutes from the east to the west wing.

"I truly am sorry, seonsaengnim," I answer, straightening my posture and tucking any stray strands of my hair behind my ear.

"You are the head girl and as such, I expect better from you in the future. It is your responsibility to act as a role model for the other students." She raises her eyebrow and holds out a hand. "Well?"

-.-.-

Sighing, I lean my forehead against the cool metal of my locker and sigh in bliss. The heat that has bottled up inside me from my spontaneous sprint slowly subsides, leaving me just the right side of warm.

"Yoyoyo!" I can't help but smile at the sound of this oh-so-familiar voice. That little idiot again.

"What's up, my very favourite human?"

Luhan's hands close around my shoulders to turn me around so he can grin at me mischievously.

"Oh, not much," I smile back exhaustedly, "Just BamBam. He missed the deadline again." I shrug. "And locker 534 is still not cleared out. We have to get rid of that smell, even the teacher's started to notice. Suho should have handled i- Oh God, _what happened to your face?!" _

My best friend frowns and smoothes his crimson-dyed hair back with his left hand.

"Kai happened, what else? Injuries without disinfectant… well, apparently it doesn't work all that well. Whatever, I'm manly enough to take a little pain. Your dilemma, however, once again sounds like quite the tragedy. Don't worry, though, I have the perfect solution."

For a split second, hope flares. Maybe he has a good plan to help me out. He often has, he just goes a little overboard, sometimes.

Luhan is a responsible guy. He always supports me, whether it be student council work or baking a cake for my friend's birthday. He even punched a man in the face for trying to grab my bottom, once.

In most aspects, he is like the older brother I always wanted.

Yet, sometimes his well-meaning is ruined by his friends.

Last time he had the "perfect solution", he and the rest of Exo-M broke into my house at prom night, starting flashlights with their mobile phones to cheer me up and stop me from worrying about my looks in the red dress I'd worn. Needless to say, my fear of cameras only got worse.

"You'll love it, I promise! I know you've been feeling down ever since that brainless asshole up and left – silence, I know I'm right, you can't hide that from me – so I got you a date! Again, I demand silence, no need to tell me that I'm a genius, I know that. So, now you may talk. "He looks at me imploringly. "Well? What do you say?"

Alright, Luhan tends to be a bit overwhelming. It's hard to say no to those eyes.

"I'll think about it, alright? I kind of have my hands full with the art contest and student council work, so I have to check my schedule, but I'll try." His puppy dog eyes intensify. I sigh. "For when is the date planned? And it better not be with Xiumin again. Quit trying to set me up with him, alright, Lu?"

I like Xiumin. I like him as a friend. He's funny and nice, and he has manners. We contemplated dating, but after Luhan's set-up we realized we are better off as 'just-friends'. The both of us were relieved to stay in the friend-zone.

"No, it isn't Xiumin. As I already said, I'm a genius and never make the same mistake _twice. _Even if you two really have a lot in common…" My look shut him up quickly, "but fine. The date is on Friday, so no stress. And wear something nice, alright?"

Without giving me a chance to protest, he wraps his arm around my shoulders and drags me in the direction of our classroom. We pass locker 534 and I resolve – once again – to press Suho about taking care of the matter. It really smells horrible.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see a blond boy staring at the locker absentmindedly before he slaps his hand against his forehead and turns his back to us. He's too fast for me to catch more than a fleeting glimpse of a pretty face.

-.-.-

At lunchbreak, Tiffany, Seohyun and I arrive first at our table. The cafeteria is bustling, as usual, though not because of the smells wafting from the kitchen but because it is forbidden to leave the school grounds during classes.

Maknae Seohyun stares at her food with disdain, but I'm too hungry to be bothered by the taste. Also, since the locker debacle I'm pretty toughened to mundane obstacles such as smell or taste.

Sunny interrupts my contemplation of unsolved problems by unceremoniously dropping her tray next to me on the table.

Her blue mane of hair gets even messier as she runs both hands through it as though checking for stray leaves after flopping down into the seat next to mine.

Tiffany gives her a sympathetic smile and asks how bad detention was. Seohyun's screech interrupts her answer.

"You got detention? Why? What happened? Did you do something?"

Sunny shakes her head, no.

"Nothing important. I just had too many… unauthorized free periods. Not my fault that chemistry is boring. Anyways," she turns towards me abruptly, "how can you be friends with such idiots? His antics are getting more childish by the day, I'm telling you!"

For a second, I see Luhan's split and infected lip before me and shudder lightly. Poor Lu.

"What did you see?"

Sunny ruffles her hair again and makes a frustrated noise at the back of her throat.

"Luhan and Kai apparently got detention, too. Kai was sleeping and Luhan's gloriously gross idea of spitting my textbook's paper – nicely chewed and pulpy, mind you – into his hair. I'm impressed that he hasn't rubbed off on you yet."

Jessica, who just arrived at the table, laughs.

"I understand that he's hot, Taeyeon, but his behaviour is really revolting. Maybe you should heighten your standards…"

The girls look at me sympathetically, because no matter how often I tell them that Luhan and I are friends _nothing else, thank you very much, _they just don't believe me.

"I'll ask him about it." I'm not in the mood to explain that Luhan most likely got provoked. I saw how Kai and D.O watch Luhan as if waiting for a chance to get him alone. It worries me, in how much trouble Luhan is getting lately.

Then, the rest of the girls join us and preoccupy me with chatter and schoolwork, taking my mind entirely off of Luhan and other matters.

-.-.-

"Taeyeon, wait! Oi! Taeyeon!"

A male voice calls for me and I slow my jog to a lengthy stride to let him catch up.

"You submitted a drawing to the contest, right? The rankings are on the bulletin board!"

Without a second thought, I start running for me life the second time that day, only to come to a stop when faced with a huge crowd of students of both gender.

Minho looks like he contemplates something before he cracks his knuckles and throws a grin my way.

"Ready?"

_For what? _I want to ask, but before I get the chance, he's hoisted me up on his shoulders, making the school uniform's skirt ride up. Oh no. I blush crimson and hasten to hide my underwear from the rest of the student body.

"What do you think you're doing?!"

"Just look at the board! You did it, Taeyeon!"

Narrowing my eyes, I lean forward to better read the names of the top five. And truly, there it is, third place, Kim Taeyeon.

I lean back, relieved, lightly petting Minho's hair.

"I did it!" The brown-haired boy, sharing my elation, starts jumping up and down in the same manner I would have, doing pirouettes when I don't stop him. I laugh with joy, but a hand on my ankle stops Minho from moving again.

"Does that mean you'll come to the date?" Luhan's grin is blinding.

I signal for Minho to let me down and take Luhan's hand.

"Sure, but only if you stop letting Kai or the other Exo-K boys beat you up. Alright?"

I raise my pinky, and he intertwines his with it.

"Pinky promise. Nice underwear, by the way. I told you - red is your colour."


End file.
